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mers to stun people with; tools to chisel down folks like
us so they can handle us easily. They themselves have
already been put into convenient shape for their bosses.
They'll do anything they're ordered without thinking and
without asking why."
At last they allowed her to see him, and one Sunday
she found herself sitting humbly in a corner of the prison
office. There were several other people in that small,
dirty, low-ceilinged room waiting to be allowed to see
prisoners. Apparently this was not the first time they had
come there, for they knew each other, and they spun out
a quiet sticky sort of conversation, like a spider's web.
"Have you heard?" said a plump woman with a flabby
face, holding a travelling bag in her lap. "At early mass
today the cathedral sexton ripped the ear off one of the
choir boys."
"The choir boys are all hoodlums/' observed an elderly
gentleman in the uniform of a retired officer.
A bald little man with short legs, long arms and a
protruding chin kept walking nervously about the office
making comments in a cracked excited voice:
"iPrices keep going up, and that makes people nasty.
Second-rate beef costs fourteen kopeks a pound and
bread's up to two and a half again... ."
Sometimes prisoners came in, all of them the same in
their grey uniforms and heavy leather shoes. They would
blink as they entered the dimly-lighted room. One of
them had chains on his legs.
The atmosphere in the jail was strangely peaceful and
everything took place much too simply. It seemed as if
all these people had long since become accustomed and
reconciled to their fate. Some of them patiently served
their terms; others stood lazily on guard; still others came
with weary regularity to visit the prisoners. The heart of
the iriother quivered with impatience. She looked won-
deringly at everything about her, amazed by the sad
simplicity of it all.
Next to her sat a little old woman with a wizened face

